JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT. 


{Novauser, 








My name is Jack. I am a green thing coming 
. up asa flower, yet I know a great deal. For why? 
The birds come and tell me. 

It is quite common for me to talk of what I hear 
and see, but very few. creatures can understand— 
only the owls, for they are wise and keep silence, 
the fairies, who, alas! are rather flighty, and one 
or two clear-hearted children who sometimes run 
up to me laughing, and say, ‘ Good-morning, Mr. 
Jack-in-the-Pulpit !” 

But here, at last, isa chance. A little bird tells 
me that through ST. NICHOLAS the girls and boys 
all over the country may hear what I say. This is 
as it should be. Why, often I stand and talk whole 
days without ever a human being coming near 
me. How would you like that? 

But those times are over now, and I'm as happy 
a Jack-in-the-Pulpit as ever waved. Hereafter, my 
dears, you'll get my messages by paragraph. The 
editors of ST. NICHOLAS have laid the paragraphic 
wires, whatever those are, and they say the sooner 
I begin the better. 

Good! I’ve sent the birds off in every direction 
to collect information. Not but that I know a 
good deal already, understand, but a city sparrow 
tells me that nowadays young folks want every- 
thing done up just so, (What in the world ‘just 
so” means I can’t understand, but probably the 
birds will bring some word about it.) 

Meantime I'll tell you a few things that will 
astonish you if you are dear, sweet, stupid little 
folks, and not little Paragons. I don’t like little Par- 
agons. They know botany and pull flowers to pieces. 

Hallo! Mr. Roundeyes, an owl friend of mine, 
says I must take that back. He insists that, of all 
things, a Jack-in-the-Pulpit shouldn’t object to 


botany. It helps human beings to understand us, 
he says; sort of lifts them up to our level. All 
right. I apologize. 


A BIRD that spends much of his time on factory 
roofs tells me that folks are beginning to make 
buttons, combs, door knobs, cups, canes and all 
sorts of things out of leather. They chemicalize 
it, he says, chip it up and dissolve it in certain 
fluids till it is a pulp. Then they make it into 
useful articles by pressing it into moulds of the 
required shape. When they take it out of the 
moulds it is hard and tough. Then they polish its 
surface in some way and the articles are ready 
for sale. ts 

So, my dears, you may yet comb your hair with 
your skate-straps, button your clothes with your 
boots, drink out of old pocket books and use a 
worn-out harness for your walking stick. 


‘WHAT would you say if I told you what coal 
comes from? It is made of trees, and ferns, and 
twigs, and Jack-in-the-Pulpits—fact. Lazy work, 
though. It takes thousands of years to doit. In- 
quire into this business. 


HERE’Saconundrum. A bird heard a man give 
it out in Canada: 

I went into the woods and I got it. After I got 
it I searched for it. But I had it in my hand all 
the time, and at last went home because I couldn't 
find it. « 

Answer—A SPLINTER. 


Jack knows where there is « tallow tree. 

“Is it a make-believe tree, made out of tallow, 
like candles?” you ask. Oh, no; the tallow tree 
isa real tree that grows from twenty to forty feet 
high. Its native place is China, but it has been 
transplanted into some of our hot-houses. The 
tallow comes from the seeds. They are pounded 
and boiled in water, when something like fat rises 
on the top. This fat is skimmed off and when cold 
it is as white as snow and almost as soft. The Chi- 
nese mix this vegetable tallow with wax to harden 
it, and out of the mixture make candles, which give 
a clear, bright light. Now, then, if you want a 
candle, and you know any one who has a hot-house 
with a tallow tree in it, it would be better for you 
to buy a candle in a grocery store; for I do not be- 
lieve you could make one without wasting a great 
many tallow-plant seeds, 


IN parts of Swiverland, when two men have 
quarreled with cach other, and their friends are 
anxious to see them reconciled, they endeavor to 
bring them unawares under the same roof. If the 
two enemies sit down at the same table they are 
pledged to peace. They break a piece of bread 
together, and are friends once more. It would be 
a good idea if every boy or girl who quarrels with 
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another boy or girl, should “make-up,” and be- 
come reconciled the moment they happened to eat 
bread together in the same county; at least, that 
isewhat Jack thinks about it. 


HERE js a little news! Some clever children 
in New York, known as the Vaux Brothers & Co., 
have printed a book of their grandmother's re- 
cipes for cooking, printed it with their own hands 
and in the very neatest style. Their grandmother 
is'the best cook in the country, they say. It is 
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evident that they have grand visits at this dear 

grandmother’s house, and that they are not willing 
to keep the secret of her wonderful dinners and 

suppers to themselves. They’ve very sensibly 

bound blank sheets in the book for the convenience 

of house-keepers, and I’m told the printed recipes 
are excellent, telling how to make good soups, 

salads, biscuits, and every delicacy down to the. 
cake called snichadoodles. I object to this last. 

It takes three eggs, and that’s nothing more nor 
less than murder. 


CLASSICAL ENIGMA. 


I ast composed of 22 letters. 

My 10, §, 3, 4, 12, 6, 16, 21, was name given by the 
Greek poets to Italy. 

My 18, 22, 21, 15, 16, 7, 8, was a Witty clerk employed 
by Roman auctioneers, B. C. 110. 

My 13, 11, 19, 9,21, was the goddess of the hearth. 

My 20, 14, 7, 9, 21, was the wife of Agron, king of the 
Ilyrians. 

My 1, 2, 22, 21, was a daughter of Cronos, 

My 17, 11, 6, 14, 16, 3, was a daughter of Pyrrhus I., 
king of Epirus. 

My whole is a star. 


RIDDLE. 


Two heads I have, and when my voice 
Is heard afar, like thunder, 

‘The lads and maids arrested stand, 
‘And watch and wait with wonder. 


Quite promptly I’m obeyed, and yet 
'Tis only fair to say, 

My master bangs me, right and left, 
And him I must obey. 


ELLIPSES. 


Fit the blanks with the same words transposed, as. 

1, Our ablackbird. Ams. Our host shot a 
blackbird. 

2. —, I wish you would amuse the —. 

3. —, will you find my —? 

4 — has — herself very much. 

5. He was able to — my epinions in various —. 





6.1 never can —— a cage-full of —— without a 


shudder. 
7 The —— and — grew on the edge of the — 








BOX. 
ANAGRAMS. 
1. Rise late. 6. Red sables. 
2. I made time. 7. Just ran oil. 
3. Peter so sly. 8. Green mantle. 
4. Act I pray. _ 9. I scare Nat. 
5. Acts abide. 10. I-can trace iron. 
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THE VISION. 


A London Spectacle-maker is- 

sues this musical advertisement. 
What sort of a vision do you 

readers of music find in it? 


DIAMOND WORD. 


1. I FLY about, but never play. 

2. As I am old, I'm thrown away. 

3. My eyes are scarcely ever blue. 

4. In Scotland I am listened to. 

5. I’m rough and ready, by the way. 

6. High up a tree I’m glad to play. 

7. I’m in the middle of the sea. 
And now what do you think of me? 
Some people in me much rejoice, 
And some despise my very voice. 




















LOGOGRIPH. 


FIND a useful domestic article of six letters out of 
which you may make thirty-three nouns. 


PARAPHRASED PROVERB. 


AN anxiety in a smaller degree timepiece hotel to at- 
tempt to equal-tes a night-watch emblem of industry 
enemy. 





. GEOGRAPHICAL REBUS. . 
IN the above picture will be found over fifty geographical names. Whocan give us the most of them? 


(Answers To aut Rippies anp Puzzias Next Mont.) 





